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Lust And Hate Are A Powerful Mix 


The redhead glowered up at him from the bed, hands curling around the chains which held him. Despite the 
gag which was stuffed into his mouth, he still snarled, lips peeling back. The fire in his eyes only added to 


Pete's excitement. 


Several bottles of wine and goodness only knows how much smack had lead them to this moment. It had 
started out as a fun evening; joking, laughing, and swapping stories. They'd knocked back the wine like it was 
water, the drugs flowing just as easily as the drink 


Bottles and drug paraphernalia was littered around the hotel room. Bottles were piled on a table, dirty glasses 
and mirrors surrounding them. Suddenly the mood had turned darker and Pete found himself unable to deal 
with Mustaine's moods. They switched between self loathing to self-congratulatory to deeply religious and back 
again Constantly the redhead contradicted himself, saying one thing about a person before throwing them 
under the bus the next. It wasn't pleasant and he'd made his excuses to leave. Suddenly he couldn't stand being 
around Dave, his soul becoming blackened with the poison the redhead spoke. The tension in the air had been 
cold and stark, tasting of the bile which spewed from Mustaine's lips. As he'd moved for the door, Dave had a 


made a move for him. 


And it was how the redhead had wound up cuffed and gagged to the bed of a New York hotel room. Pete had 
had no intention of doing anything him. He'd have found Dave's tour manager and explained the redhead had 
turned violent and had been restrained. He'd ask them to go and release Dave in an hour or so, just once the 


drugs and the alcohol had burned out of his system. 


But it wasn't going that way at all. Instead, Dave arched from the bed, his erection evident in his tight jeans. 
Pete could feel himself going the same way, the hate-filled sexual tension thick in the air. 


"You want it, Mustaine?" he hissed. "Want to get fucked?" 


The redhead glared at him, the snarl twisting around the gag. Again he arched from the bed, the cuffs 
scraping against the bedhead as Dave let out a low growl. The feeling which surrounded them grew. Once upon 
a time, Pete had thought that Dave being full of shit was just an act. A front for the fans and the media. But, 
having gotten up close and personal with the volatile front man, he'd discovered them to be as true as the 
morning was blue. There was not a nice bone in Mustaine's body. No love for himself or his fellow man. He 


loathed everyone equally. And it all came out once the booze and drugs were coursing through his blood. 


Grabbing Dave's kicking legs, Pete yanked the tight black jeans down them. The redhead's cock sprang free and, 
for a moment, his hazel eyes rolled back into his head. Then they were back on the man standing over him, 


filled with hate and lust. His teeth were bared against the gag, spittle already soaking it. 


Dragging his own jeans off, Pete knelt at the end of the bed Lust and anger pulsed through him, his own cock 
hard at the thought of what was going to happen. It wasn't normally in his nature to do such things but the 
look on Mustaine's face had pushed him to the brink There was no going back. 


Glaring at the squirming redhead, Pete grabbed the other man's legs and roughly pushed them apart. Dave 
bucked from the bed and let out a low howl. Not loud enough to alert the neighbouring rooms but loud enough 
to send a bolt of excitement through the dark haired man. Dave wanted this as badly as he did, even if they 
had a sudden loathing of one another. Maybe it would put an ounce of respect into the Megadeth front man? 
Or maybe it would push him further over the edge? Whichever way the night swung, both would leave having 


learned a valuable lesson. 
"Hold still," he snarled. "Otherwise this is gonna fuckin’ hurt." 
Dave just stared at him, eyes dark and glazed. 


‘Or maybe you want it to hurt. Want some pain, huh? You California boys are all the fuckin’ same. Too 


overprotected for your own good. Don't know what the world's fuckin’ about." 


Dave growled and thrashed, arms tight as he again bucked from the bed. Shifting forward, Pete pressed 
himself to the other man's entrance. Dave howled and moaned in response, his skin already speckled with sweat. 
Not giving the redhead chance to move or breathe, Pete continued to push himself in until his dick was buried 
deep inside the singer. With no lube and no preparation, it was going to be quick and painful. Dave's howls of 


pain didn't deter him and, when he was pressed against the redhead, Pete looked down into the other's hazel 
eyes. 


A grin spread across his lips. "Gonna behave and lie still now?" 


The redhead shook his head and, as Pete began to rock so Dave began to shift. His legs came up and wrapped 
around the dark haired man's waist. As tight as a vice, his heels pattered against Pete's back as his voice 
desperately tried to find purchase around the gag. Howls and grunts and vaguely muttered curses reached 
Pete's ears. The sounds only added to his own arousal and he thrust deeper and harder into the redhead's 
gorgeously tight ass. Damn, why hadn't he done this sooner? He didn’t know if Dave was a virgin or not. 
Probably not by the amount of smack the guy did. Sooner or later the money ran out and he got the 


impression that Dave would have spread out for, or sucked off anyone willing to give him his precious drug. 


Grabbing Dave's legs, he pulled them from around his waist and forced them above the other man's head. 
Hazel eyes snapped wide, Dave's mouth falling open against the gag. Grinning, Pete snarled before leaning 
forward and sinking his teeth into the other's throat. Again, Dave howled, his body going stiff. Pete was sure 


he could see tears in those hazel eyes. 


Hooking Dave's legs over his arms, he rocked, the burn in his legs only adding to his pleasure. Dave's cock 
bounced against his stomach, speckles of pre-come landing on his black shirt. Heaving one of those legs over 


his shoulder, Pete grabbed Dave's cock. The redhead's eyes snapped open and stared at him. 
"Gonna come for me, slut? Gonna come all over your nice, clean shirt?" 


With a grunt, Dave nodded and wriggled, trying to push himself deeper into the strong fist which held him. 
Pete had known from the start that it would be quick and painful, that their orgasms would be forced, but 


satisfying. 


The pace picked up and Pete could feel the blinding redness begin to pulse behind his eyes. Beneath him, Dave 
squirmed and writhed. His legs twitched against Pete, his grunts becoming deeper and more guttural. Against 
his palm, Pete could feel the other man's cock harden further as it slid against his skin. Pre-come slicked his 


hand and dribbled between his fingers. Dave wanted this as badly as he did. 


With one final thrust, Pete let out a deep groan as he emptied himself into the chained up man. Beneath him, 
Dave bucked, his cock throbbing in Pete's large hand as his semen sprayed over his chest and shirt. 


He left Mustaine chained to the bed. Someone else would find him and deal with the wreckage of the night. He 
no longer had the dark haired man's respect. Not after laughing at him and calling him a fag. Pete felt sorry 

for those who had to live within Mustaine's inner circle. He hoped that one day they'd see there was more to 
life than having to listen to their boss’ pointless comments and unfounded opinions. He hoped that one day 


they'd have the strength to stop thinking about the money and walk away. 


Still, a little part of him couldn't help but feel sorry for Dave and Pete hoped that the redhead would one day 
look in the mirror, see what kind of person he was, and make the change. Because he felt that Dave, if given 


the chance, could change the world for the better. 


